10/4/89 


Mr. Hkcry Bivinjjstond 
x’.O.Box 7149 
Baltimore, Mdo 21218 

Dear Harry, 


Thanl'S for your offer but I think it won't work and will cause too nany 
complications for me, 

not 

It also is less than necessiiry for anyone to aet all the Vihitewash books 
and I've an ample supply of Post Morten and Freme-Up. 

The only one that is technically out of pimnt is tlie first of the s<;ries. I 
still have a fev; copies of the first printing and before I located them I was having 
the book reprinted in smillyr quantities by a hi/ih-qualify, actual-size xeroxing 
process. So, I’ve been able to fill all the orders. And will continue to be able 
to do tliis. 

At the same time we are listed in too many editions of Books In J’rint and a few- 
other directories and too iminy book stores have been and are used to dealing with us. 
Our relations with some are such that they send us blank and signed checks and -^dl 
fills' in the sune and send a paid bill vjxth the books, 

Tliei-e are also those many who tell others how they liave gotten in touch. 

80 , ±h if tliere v'ere the need, it woulc creqte too many problems. 

But thanks anyviay. 

I'm only yoo familic^r with the strain you are going through! After a couple of 
years of it the faciily doctor told me to tsike a little valium and ^I did, but rarely. 

It did bnlp, tliough. 'The prescrirjtiontJ vfere for 100 and neveruaed that man^'' any year. 
I suggest you consider trying a mild tr'anquilizer. And take a few days off. Says the 


feuy who never did! 

Maybe you have already done what helped" me quite a bit. My initial printer sliipped 
larger quantities of tie books for me. So I didn't have ny of that -ifork or trouble. 

Ulad Hobert<fes trip to Dallas was a success. 

Before* getting to putting the ^ass pabels in the storm doors because one of the 

inside doo3?s has a defective latch that will require a carpenter, ydur jocular question, 

what is my life' story worth, remind;; me that of the many who in 1965-6 and a little later 

were urging me to keep a journal was a poet of whom just thou^^t yest;;rday, the late 

Muriel Kuclceyser (spoiling seems wrong). We'd not seen each other for decades, not since 

the night afte some kind of gathering \ie both got so drunk we had absolutely no recol- 

lec ion of it at all. Some tv/o decades later she really urged me to take tlie time to 

m^e entries daily. But I never found the time, r had the interest, frankly. But I did 
plan ^u mike some notes for a proj cted book, Dick Daring_in the Hell Box: or how ^ got 
aich xn bxx ‘xinths. The first euitor who read the ms said ^’d be rich in sax months?!;! 


!? 





